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Editor’s note: For clarity, dates have been added 
to the top of each day after the first entry. 
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It occurred to me that, due to the nature of my work, it may be 
in my best interest to keep a log. Although the security risks for 
keeping records are substantial and should be analyzed with 
utmost care, in the unlikely case of my untimely departure from 
Earth, it’s more important that the work I do be archived. While 
I’m still alive, I will keep this document with me at all times 
while in the field; you can’t hack pen and paper. Plus, I’ve been 
told no one can read my handwriting. 

If you’re reading this and I’m alive, please immediately 
return to: 


Brood II Industries 
PO Box 4 
Herbster, Wisconsin 54844 


Again, if I’m still alive, I severely urge you to return this to 
the above address. If you’re reading this and I’m dead, here’s 
what you need to get started: 

I arrived today in White Sulfur Springs, West Virginia to 
study the emergence of the Brood IX cicada population (Magi- 
cicada septendecim, Magicicada cassini, Magicicada septendecula). I 
will also dig in the fossil record for seventeen-year broods I, I, 
V, IX, X, XIV in the surrounding area. (Brood II being found 
further east into Virginia, Brood X located in northern Virginia 
and Maryland.) 
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While I would consider myself an entomologist, I wouldn’t 
consider myself someone who has any interest in bug-related 
activities. My sights are set higher than that. In fact, even 
higher than human-related activities. I’m talking about human- 
computer financial transaction and high-level data/wealth stor- 
age interaction-related activities via advanced cryptography, 
unlocked by the cicada. 

In case you're unaware, and I don’t blame you if youre not, 
the periodical cicada emerges every thirteen or seventeen years 
in what are called “broods.” Hordes appear in Emergence 
events in such great numbers that many confuse the genus with 
the oft-reviled locust. When placed in my shoes, I imagine the 
lowly entomologist’s first self-imposed directive here would be 
to study the implications of the emerging cicada biomass on 
the two Level III Ecoregions, but Iam no lowly entomologist. 
In fact, as previously alluded, I see myself as a technologically- 
inclined cryptographer before I see myself as one who studies 
the bugs. If you're a technologically-inclined cryptographer like 
me, then you may already see the computer-bug connection. 
And if so, you probably stole this notebook. I strongly advise you 
to return it to its rightful owner. I will pursue justice to the 
fullest extent of the law. 

I’m based in White Sulfur Springs as it’s the closest place 
with running water and feather beds to the largest grouping, 
and fossil record, of periodical cicadas we know of. (Unfortu- 
nately, no living thirteen-year broods are present in this region.) 
Anyway, at the risk of getting too sidetracked, I will now get to 
the point. As they are primes, thirteen and seventeen are spe- 
cial numbers. Prime numbers—very large ones—are used in 
modern cryptography to encrypt such salient items as banking 
records and passwords. You can read the technical details in 
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the technical notebook, but what it comes down to is this: 
having access to prime numbers no one else has—or no one 
knows one has—allows one access to anything digitally stored. 
(Thankfully for me, we're still a long way away from pragmatic 
quantum computing.) The power one would hold with these 
primes would be the power to hack any bank or eBay account, 
the power to hack your aunt’s computer to see how much 
money she really has, oh, and also the power to manipulate 
global markets, bankrupt companies, and collapse economies 
at your leisure. If there was a god of computers—which just like 
areal god, there is not—having access to large prime numbers 
would make you the closest thing to it. I will become that god. 

By analyzing the fossil record (again, see my technical note- 
book for the full specific methodology), I will be able to track 
the history of the Magicicada and feed huge amounts of datum 
points into a computer which will—hopefully—create a model 
allowing for the hyper-efficient finding of large primes. (For 
example, it will include a history of brood/species emergence 
sync information, generation mapping, machine learning-en- 
hanced straggler identification [hopefully these spurious emer- 
gence dates will be able to correlate with the frequency of 
primes], various morphology information, and more.) If all 
goes according to plan, I may become the most powerful person 
on the planet. If not, perhaps I can get a job at the Family Dollar 
I had the pleasure of stopping at earlier today to pick up some 
dental floss I had forgotten to bring with me. Not for my teeth, 
but for excavation. 

I’m settled down in my rented house and writing this from 
its living room loveseat. It’s cozy and this is a nice area of the 
world. Tomorrow, most of my computational and paleontological 
tools will arrive. I hope to be able to start digging this Wednes- 
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day morning. It’ll be a lower-key start to my time here before 
the frantic—and often effervescent—Brood IX emergence 
begins. I look forward to it. 

Oh, and sorry in advance. I’ve never been one to put header 
information at the top of my writings. Today is Saturday, Feb- 
ruary 28, 2037. Assume that each subsequent entry is the next 
day unless noted. Additionally, I will try to limit my proneness 
to tautology; please forgive me for using this one-sided 
medium, incapable of hearing your comments. 


sR 


Sunday, March 1 


Everything was scheduled to arrive at nine this evening which, 
by design, allowed me most of the day to visit four potential dig 
sites I’d eScouted prior. Unfortunately, due to the nature of my 
work, I must be discreet in my goings-ons here. Not necessarily 
for the sake of legality—I’m sure what I’m doing is illegal (even 
though I couldn't find a direct answer as to whether small-scale 
excavation on federal land is allowed)—but rather, the moment 
someone blabs to someone else that I’ve been digging, the 
whole charade could end quickly. No loud stomping or whistling 
for me. I will try to blend in, be one with the native fauna. 

Monongahela National Forest is one of the most beautiful 
places I’ve ever been. Even being a little behind this year, the 
flora is stunning. As I walk through the trees, I feel as if I exfo- 
liate with them; the condensation on their bark turns to vapor 
and leisurely fades into the sky as I exhale and feel the hairs on 
my arms raise. It’s cliché to say that one appreciates the silver 
shimmer of mist as the rays of the rising sun burn through the 
air, but to see it in real life is something truly incredible. 
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Less incredible, however, was getting a sliver near the 
knuckle of my left thumb while leaning on a tree attempting to 
pull my mini-PC out of my pocket to double check the status of 
my dig equipment. But like all great explorers before me, I came 
prepared with tweezers and was able to remove the splinter 
with calm precision. In moments like those, I must channel a 
hybrid mindset of Les Stroud (the aughts’ famed Canadian 
survivalist, host of Survivorman) and Billy Costigan (Leo 
DiCaprio’s character in The Departed). Unfortunately, that may 
be the extent of me needing wilderness expertise . . . but you 
never know. The first site of the day looked promising, albeit a 
little too close to a ranger station for me to be completely com- 
fortable, but good nonetheless. 

The third location of the day, to the south and east of White 
Sulpher Springs (WSS), looked just as promising except that, 
when I reached the prospective dig site, doo-wop music still 
lingered in the air. I couldn’t geographically isolate the noise, 
but it had to have been coming from a shack nearby. I’m per- 
turbed by that. Not because I have a distaste for early R&B, but 
because I find myself digging along to the rhythm, creating the 
possibility of error in my work—something I dislike. 

Due to preliminary evidence of easy-to-access sedimentary 
rock (see map), sites Two and Four appear the most promising. 
I think I’ll start tomorrow at Two. My belongings are ready to 
go and prepacked into my vehicle for another early start. 


sR 


Monday, March 2 


A disappointing day at site Two. I didn’t find anything useful 
and spent most of my time chipping away at nothing. All is not 
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lost. Now I know this is not the spot I thought it was. Tomorrow, 
I will try site Four and hope it is, in fact, what I think it is. 

On a side note, when I re-entered WSS proper in my car, I 
passed center-right Colorado senator Jeff Redhill. He was walk- 
ing on the sidewalk and just about to overtake the now-defunct 
storefront, Cecelia’s Bridal & Formal Wear. He was walking 
alone and wearing a pair of futuristic looking running shoes 
and relatively short shorts for the season. Otherwise, an 
uneventful day. 


see 


Tuesday, March 3 


I will start by mentioning that from a purely crypto-paleonto- 
logical perspective, site four is a boon. (See my latest technical 
notes.) However, the run-in I had with a man introducing him- 
self as “Senior Forest Ranger Kelly” may unboon this scenario. 
He, and two unnamed “associates,” bumbled upon me while I 
was in the middle of processing a fossil. Senior Forest Ranger 
Kelly seems like a man quick to cite a meta-analysis debunking 
research backing your favorite platitude. In that way, I respect 
and despise him. I foresee Senior Forest Ranger Kelly and 
myself, together, in turbulent waters sprung by our similar 
self-destructive and bellicose egos. For example, he and his 
associates rolled up and announced that, while working on a 
forest stand delineation project was their primary duty, they 
still had to ask if [had proper documentation to be altering the 
landscape with, quote, “Bronze Age materials.” I politely 
explained—as any level-headed human would—that I always 
carry proper documentation, but I had not seen anyone in the 
ranger booth. (I own illicit documents and software for this very 
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case.) He examined my paperwork and after a moment said, 
“okay.” There was a period of silence I felt inclined to break by 
complementing his vehicle. Senior Forest Ranger Kelly, in what 
could’ve only been a chide, responded to what I had called a 
“handsome Jeep Wrangler pickup” by stating it was “actually a 
Jeep Gladiator, a different model.” He then mentioned I had a 
small spot of rust on my fifteen-year-old “former fleet vehicle, 
according to the car history report,” Nissan Sentra, in what 
I can only assume was a power move to imply he has 
clearance to check license plates in the Virginia—West Virginia 
duel-state area. 

I think Senior Forest Ranger Kelly saw through my forged 
documents but is intrigued. I think he wants to see how things 
play out. Obviously, he knows it’s difficult for a warm-blooded 
biped to obtain the green light to study cold-blooded hexapods 
in the forest. I doubt he sees what I’m doing as nefarious and 
he may even be sympathetic to my kind—the innocuous 
researcher strangled by red tape. He is an intelligent man, but 
who is to say where his loyalties reside? Only time will tell. Yes, 
only time will tell. ... 


see 


Wednesday, March 4 


I sleep on my side with two thin pillows supporting my head 
and a third pillow between my elbows, that one keeps the skin 
of my arms from touching. I sleep with my hands clasped 
together. My posture is that of a person whom God petrified 
while taking communion. My posture is seeking someone, or 
something, I constantly feel in my heart, but is always out of 
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sight. But too, my posture knows I am not virtuous like the 
communionee, my orientation intersects those upright. 

Iam convinced they have a total of one employee at Family 
Dollar. (By “employee” I mean one person who isn’t the franchise 
owner. I’m not sure if a store manager counts as an employee, 
but in this log it does. Therefore, one person.) I think I’m 
attracted to them. (For the sake of anonymity, I’ll leave out their 
name.) Their posture was the first thing I noticed; it seemed to 
support my theory that they have a strong, muscular, and agile 
frame. Of course, one cannot read into employee-customer 
interactions as Real—the friendly demeanor of the former is 
simulated—however, I feel that relative to the many customers 
I’ve had the pleasure of standing behind in line, I’m in the 
upper echelon of hospitality. Will Ilet any of this get to my head? 
I hope not, but at the same time, sometimes a journal is not 
enough. But let’s be real, sometimes a journal is enough. 

My newest irrational fear is that the products I’ve chosen 
for purchase will raise red flags in my love interest’s head and 
I will be rejected. But on the bright side of this scenario, I will 
no longer have to think about the implications of a person 
purchasing wet wipes, microfiber towels, chocolate rice cereal, 
strawberries, and a pack of Pilot G2 Premium Gel Ink refills). I 
doubt they’ll think about how Ill use those items. After all, 
when I worked as a retail employee, I thought about each cus- 
tomer’s transaction for no longer than they were standing in 
front of me. Sometimes it’s a relief knowing you re only a tran- 
sient task in someone’s mind, but sometimes it’s heartbreaking. 

Iwas at site One today and had no interactions with anyone. 
I think I saw Senior Forest Ranger Kelly’s Jeep Gladiator parked 
at the WSS Ranger Station, but I did not see Senior Forest Ranger 
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Kelly himself. He has jurisdiction in all the sites I'll be working 
in, so it’s a question of when I'll see him again, not if. 

My actual work went smoothly. I added a lot of data to the 
Mind (what I call the machine that does my heavy number 
crunching using my proprietary code, see technical notes). A 
criminal never returns to the scene of the crime, so tomorrow 
T'll be at site Three. 


sR 


Thursday, March 5 


Even if site Three isn’t as fertile as the others, I think it’s my 
favorite. After putting my tools away, I hiked to its high point 
to experience the sunset. It made me feel awe and a feeling of 
emotional vulnerability I’m almost not comfortable writing 
about in this alleged “log.” (Perhaps “log” is just codeword for 
‘journal” [which is just codeword for “diary”].) However, there’s 
no shame in that. There’s something spectacular about viewing 
an immense object capable of ending life on this planet through 
a filter that turns its sterile rays into life-sustaining energy. The 
transformation from hard, white rays to soft, fuzzy oranges, 
purples, pinks, and blues, this is something to cherish. Also yes, 
I know rays are waves and can’t technically be “hard.” Iam 
speaking metaphorically. 

While on a walk around the neighborhood this evening, I 
saw an albino squirrel almost get hit by a car. Why do I feel such 
fear as it runs into the street as a set of all-season tires roll indis- 
criminately toward it? I’ve seen squished squirrels every day 
since I was born, I’m conditioned to indifference. Why should 
one painted a different color have so much value to me? Why 
should my heart race as a rare but useless object is to be 
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smashed? The answer is that humans value novelty and are 
Darwin’d to value anomaly. I should feel the same terror when 
I witness a gray squirrel exercise such impetuousness as this 
albino, but I don’t. That’s bothersome to me. I’m a person filled 
with things that don’t make sense—“glitches” and “bugs” allow 
cruel indifference that ultimately leads to my survival and their 
demise. An unburned brain is the portrait of fitness. The mind 
has no room for the common squirrel, but for the anomalous 
creature, the brain nearly two hundred words and a two-hour 
frown. Somewhat troubling, indeed. 

Tomorrow I'll be back again to the grind. Only about a week 
or two before Brood IX Emergence. Never lose sight of the 
end goal. 


sR 


Friday, March 6 


I should’ve never stated I only had a week or two before Emer- 
gence. Now, for all of today and the foreseeable future, I’ll be 
anticipating it. One such thought—which at least is produc- 
tive—is the thought telling me to run through the list of every- 
thing I'll need for my personal Holy Week. Debate still stands 
on if Pll partake in subterranean research on these new living 
specimens during their prep for Emergence, but I’m leaning 
toward no. I wish I could, but it’s a big process and frankly, 
Emergence is more of a pet project, its datum not nearly as 
important as the Fossilized. 

To get back on topic, one such item needed for Emergence 
is a Set of airplane earplugs. I prefer the airplane earplugs to 
the common foam ones because the former have a better range 
of jaw motion. In the past, I’ve had incidents of uncomfortable 
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jaw clicks and popping due to improper pressurization of my 
inner ear. I have no problems paying the extra money. What I 
do have a problem with is waiting long periods to checkout at 
Family Dollar. 

... But perhaps it’s worth it to see my 2037 Love Interest, 
and perhaps that’s really why I go there in the first place. But 
sometimes being alone with one’s thoughts, even for a couple 
minutes, is enough to go crazy. For example, I realized I have a 
fear of accidentally paying with counterfeit money. It’s been at 
least five years since I’ve used physical cash and I’m seriously 
not sure I could remember what proper money feels like. Some- 
one could hand me a piece of cash made entirely from plastic 
(or a fine textile weave created by some well-funded criminal 
organization) and I very well would accept it as real money. 
“The New One Hundred Dollar Bills Are In” are not the head- 
lines I pay attention to. What a fool I could turn out to be! 

On top of that, ever since waiting in line, I haven't been able 
to stop thinking about whether those rubber tires that drive 
amusement park rides like Ferris wheels and tilt-A-Whirls et 
al. are manufactured for the exact purpose of spinning metal 
frames around, or if the manufacturer goes to a hardware store 
and buys a bunch of replacement wheelbarrow tires. Due to the 
esoteric nature of this quandary, it’s only natural I don’t know 
how to resolve this enigma. I lack the social capital to callup an 
amusement engineer, and simply don’t know what to search 
for online. I may have to wait until the fall when I can aska 
carny and then be, predictably, disappointed when they don’t 
know. Those people are probably better suited to answer ques- 
tions such as which variation of canned Stokely's Traditional 
Vegetables hurt their gums the least—not to go after low-hanging 
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fruit (which they would probably go for as long as it wasn’t an 
apple or a russetted pear). 

Tomorrow’s work will be much like today’s: I will continue 
to dig and add new material to the Mind. I wonder if my love 
interest thinks Ill be taking a trip away now that I have airplane 
earplugs. It may be a shock when I return tomorrow, or the next 
day, as I spread out my collecting of extraneous Emergence- 
related capital to allow for more evening decompression events. 


see 


Saturday, March 7 


At points in one’s life, one reaches what one thinks is a fork in 
the road. One thinks they choose right or left. This, as we all 
know, is not the case. One can reverse course and take neither 
road, one can travel up the left, circle back to the right if the 
first direction is unsatisfactory, or one may choose to diverge 
from the road entirely. Choice only exists when one has access 
to a limited number of options, perceived or real. When there 
are unlimited options, there are unlimited choices, and there- 
fore the concept of choice has no value. Of course, there are 
situations when one only has time to act in one way, but most 
of the world is not in hospice. 

Icame toa perceived fork in the road today regarding bath- 
room-specific personal hygiene liquids. The classified ad for 
the house I’m renting stated it came with such liquids, and 
indeed it did. However, I have a certain quirk—others would 
say compulsion—that all liquids found in the bathroom I occupy 
must be blue. It wasn’t surprising that the bathroom liquids 
were not my preferred color, but I decided to roll with the 
punches. Today I reached my breaking point and found it no 


12 


BROOD II 


longer possible to use non-blue liquids while in the bathroom. 
After I was done in the field, I stopped by Family Dollar to pick 
up my usual hygiene products. There are many actions one can 
take in any one situation, but freewill does not exist so there is 
actually only one. If there is only one choice, then there is no 
such thing as choice. 

Tomorrow I will return to the field refreshed and (with) 
stronger (roots) than yesterday. 


SRR 


Sunday, March & 


I’ve now been here a full week. I would consider last week suc- 
cessful. I’ve checked almost everything off my Week One check- 
list, minus the items I Knew were unrealistic. Everything is 
going according to plan. Equipment has been unpacked, I have 
started digging, Iam collecting data, Iam exercising daily, Iam 
choosing healthy options, and I have remembered to put my 
fake park pass on the windshield. 

I saw Chief Deputy Whip McKay (R-IL) driving a golf cart 
along the road today, which is of note for those following poli- 
tics. I can’t say that’s me, but it’s always good to be aware of 
what’s going on in that world. Apparently, the big news is that 
Chief Deputy Whip McKay (R-IL) has quite an unfortunate draw 
and is too staunch a character to take the two-stroke penalty 
without a long search in the rough. 

Following that thought, I may need to create a metaphorical 
prenatal exploratory committee on how I mentally and physi- 
cally attack Emergence. I am foreseeing longer hours in the 
field from overseeing live specimens, which perhaps will 
compel me to put fossil excavation on hold. This may lead to 
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metaphorical unrepaired/undusted divots. When Emergence 
is all said and done, it is my job to be strong and have enough 
energy to perform a postmortem on my activities in the rapidly 
decaying afterbirth. Therefore, the first thing said committee 
is voting on is a coffee abolition to make my body no longer 
dependent on substances. I think it’ll pass. This may hurt my 
short game. 


sR 


Monday, March 9 


While walking my normal route to site two, I noticed a small, 
airtight box out of the corner of my eye. Upon inspection, it 
revealed itself to be a geocache. For a moment I thought “what 
luck I must have to stumble upon an object so rare for one to 
stumble upon.” However, from this box came nothing but only 
recently-resolved curses. 

The luck, as it turned out, was bad luck for a person of my 
nature—the nature of a person who sees things to completion. 
Not only is the route I walked well-traversed making it naturally 
a path someone would place a cache on, but inside the box, 
among petroleum-based plastic trinkets were the following 
three riddles: 


What’s a [sic] ant’s favourite [sic] subject in school? 
At what time of day did Henry Heimlich mow his lawn? 
Ihonk, I beep, but I never screech // [have big feet but 


still have to reach // The countertop to get a treat // 
What am I? 
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Iwill give you a moment to solve them before I continue my 
nightly tirade. These riddles annoyed me to a high degree—and 
not just because whoever wrote them spelled favorite with a U. 
That added to it, though. Kudos to them. 

For the rest of the day I became preoccupied with these 
questions, my productivity suffered. They tripped me up big 
time—and, again, I’m one who appreciates a challenging riddle. 
But alas, I could not solve them within five minutes. If I can’t 
do that, generally, it’ll take me much longer. The answers, if 
you're wondering, are that they have no answers. They’re not 
real riddles. Some no-good-rotten-techwear-wearing-twenty- 
something-year-old child (who was taught how to read a GPS 
by someone wearing a bandanna) inserted these “riddles” into 
the box as a way to waste the brainpower of other humans. 
(Humans who are superior and don’t deserve this kind of trick.) 
It took me until my drive into town to reason that these were 
fake, scouring the web backed up my hypothesis. 

I feel I must return to the cache and remove that slip of 
paper sono one else suffers the same fate. But one must always 
add something if one removes something—no matter how vile 
the object is. Ihave opted out of removing the riddles as I don’t 
have time to brainstorm about a trinket I can insert. Brood IX 
is too close. The ground trembles. 


sR 


Tuesday, March 10 


As Emergence is almost here, I decided today was finally the 
day to deploy the bug boxes. When most hear the term “bug 
box,” they picture some sort of “juice”-based children’s beverage 
produced by a subsidiary of a holding company that also man- 
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ufactures insulin pumps. That, to me, is, harrowingly, not 
accurate. The bug box of my own design is based on the actual 
definition of a bug box: an enclosure to trap and study bugs. 
They work automatically, attracting cicadas by pheromone, 
trapping them one at a time. Once a cicada is inside, it’s auto- 
matically laser & photo scanned, weighed, and color profiled. 
It is 100% non-destructive and I do not take an exoskeleton 
sample. In fact, I don’t need to. I can figure out exoskeleton 
rigidity and density from other measurements | already have. 

Designing such a contraption was easier than one might 
expect; I was able to find most parts prefabricated. The hardest 
parts were designing the small form factor and finding someone 
who could assemble 750 of them. The final product turned out 
even better than I was expecting. As I looked in the trunk of 
my car at the first load of 4x4x4 inch boxes, neatly lined up 
and glimmering in the early morning sun, it made me feel 
immense satisfaction. 

It was a long day of placing boxes seemingly all over heck, 
but I have the pleasure of knowing I covered a lot of ground. 
The Brood IX data will be thorough and extensive. 

Other thoughts of the day: I saw some municipal workers 
burying what appeared to be a drainage pipe. As I passed, I 
noticed that the forty-five-degree connector joint they were 
placing had the phrase “do not use” written on it in big letters. 
Why would they use this connector joint when it so plainly stated 
“do not use” on it? I suppose it’s a mystery only to the very dens- 
est of persons. I will not be informing the city because I view it 
as amusing, regardless of its environmental ramifications—and 
I do believe those will ramify. 
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Wednesday, March I] 


My timing couldn't have been better. Today I saw the first 
specimen of the year. It’s only a matter of time before the levee 
breaks. I witnessed the emissary. It told me that I will succeed 
where others have failed—as long as I stick to my guns. I will 
capture vast amounts of data unseen by the eyes of the common 
folk, let alone the optically-enhanced nimble scientist. This 
evening I treated myself to a night out at a restaurant favored 
by the local population. A celebratory meal shared with the 
people most affected by the injustice I will undo. 

I conform to a relatively strict diet consisting of zero (0) 
percent (%) of my choice calories coming from animal products. 
However, I have stopped self-identifying as “vegan” as a courtesy 
to my contemporaries, as I’ve been told that I’m not the ideal 
representative for the “vegan movement.” They generally tell 
me to use the phrase “animal products,” but I lifted the antiphon 
of a close friend and simply recite, “I can’t eat added sugar.” 

When [use that term, [notice people immediately understand 
and sympathize with my condition. Well, that’s what they’d 
want me to believe. ... As a person who has taken a class on 
human microexpressions, I know this is not the case. This 
not-ineffectual food diffusion technique gets me typecast and 
pigeon-holed and people think I’m a prude and think that I can 
eat added sugar if Iwanted to. Sobe it. [have no problem taking 
one for the team, throwing myself under the plant-based 
bus. It’s for a good cause. The NSA people are worse. This 
is indisputable. 
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My meal was nice and fresh and I couldn’t have asked for a 
better iced tea. Here’s to today. Tomorrow is not where I’m at 
just yet. 


sR 


Thursday, March 12 


I knew there’d be bug box repercussions. I had a run-in with 
Senior Forest Ranger Kelly where he, correctly and rightly so, 
accused me of being the one who had placed those across his 
jurisdiction. Castigation was immediate: compulsorily listen- 
ing to the topic of amending some vegetable oil-based rally 
truck homologation requirements. I’m sure the dialectic from 
the league’s members is rich and thought-provoking. I’m not 
sure how Senior Forest Ranger Kelly’s associates put up with 
him. Maybe they’re junior circuit racers trying to absorb as 
much wisdom as possible on “whether or not non-portal axle 
vehicles deserve a heavier max curb weight.” 

After all was said (and not much done), I think Senior Forest 
Ranger Kelly has a clearer picture of the research I’m conduct- 
ing. I think he’s okay with it. I will concede I have become a little 
lazy in my expediency and have not been fully compliant with 
the take only pictures, leave only footprints mantra. I will try to be 
less destructive. 

These data from the bug boxes have been invaluable so far, 
I’m looking forward to the forthcoming month when even more 
data will be collected. It’s been a long day and another long day 
is in front of me. Hopefully tomorrow will be free of one-sided 
discussions of (1) ideal power-to-weight ratios for mixed terrain 
circuits, (2) turbo-charged straight-six idle temps, and (3) the 
cheapest and safest ways of shaving unsprung mass. 
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Friday, March 13 


It was a super busy day monitoring the bug boxes and adding 
data to the Mind. I waved at Senior Forest Ranger Kelly as we 
passed on State Highway 92, so I think it’s safe to say he’s truly 
willing to cast a blind eye on the (potential) illegality of my 
research in the name of scientific advancement. 

I had a run-in with the person known as Coach Jellinek. 
While coming back to my car for lunch, I saw him digging through 
the trunk of a beater and nonchalantly orbited around him 
before returning to my own car. Coach Jellinek’s beater has an 
aftermarket air freshener attached to the air-conditioning vent 
that blows coyote musk directly into the always-empty cloth 
passenger seat. Coach Jellinek’s gut was resting on the n-bracket 
trunk latch as he flipped through an old milk crate full of vinyl 
records. There was a bumper sticker implying he was a DJ and 
a Jesus fish reaffirming his vows to Mary. The notable thing 
about Coach J—after all, I could be describing about half of the 
local population right now—was that in the front of the crate 
sat a copy of The Message REMIX. (For those not down with the 
Spirit, The Message is a contemporary and “remixed” translation 
of the bible, created for kids who only speak in flyover slang.) 
The not interesting thing, or at least the thing not in my favor, 
was that Coach J overheard me taking a voice memo about 
various attributes of him and his beater. (To have my mind 
always occupied with thoughts of science, I take voice memos 
throughout the day so I have a record of interesting things 
that happen.) 
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I ended up having a nice conversation with the Coach, 
mainly about halftime motivational speeches and how being 
earnest with players helps their motivation. It was, and I hate 
to say it, somewhat insightful. I see now that being a Coach is 
a lot like being a teacher of life, or how a parent should be. The 
Coach, at this level of play, has no incentive for the team to win 
the game. The Coach doesn’t get paid either way. The Coach, 
however, can use Sport as an analogue to Life and help young 
people interpret “failure/losing” in a simulated environment, 
safer than the Real World. 

He sent me off with a few practice recordings of speeches 
he’d been working on. Here’s one: 


Well, here we are. Down by fourteen at the half. ’m 
sure that doesn’t make y’all happy. The thing is 
though, does it make you sad? Does it make you frus- 
trated? Angry? Spiteful? Indifferent? 


I’m going to be honest, we didn’t look good out there. 
You didn’t look good out there. Why? 


Why do you want to lose this game? 


Listen here, I don’t care if you’ll win or lose. I don't 
care if you'll lose all the rest of the games in the 
season. I’m still keeping my job. I’m still going to 
spend the seventy-five-dollar stipend on a new pair 
of sandals. It’s you. You must be the one who asks 
yourself “Do I want to win or lose this game? Do I care 
about being here?” 
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I mean, what does winning even mean? What is the 
significance of moving a ball from one area of the 
field to a different area of the field? What is the sig- 
nificance of holding an opponent at bay for a matter 
of seconds just so someone with a ball can run 
longer? Will winning make you happy? Will it make 
you more confident? Will it make you feel bad 
because you didn’t play very much? Will it make you 
jealous of your teammates who got to touch the ball? 
Will it make you feel nothing because your parents 
made you play and you “don’t give a crap?” 


I'll let you in on a little secret, winning a game 
doesn’t mean jack... bleep. It means you can wina 
game under the specific circumstances you won the 
game under. If you feel happy because you’ve won 
the game, or if you feel defeated because you lost, 
you shouldn't feel that way. The only emotion you 
should feel after the game is over is empowered and 
humbled... mixed together. You have as much con- 
trol in your real life as you do while facing that obese 
right tackle whose primary purpose in this living 
world is to peak in high school. 


Don’t laugh, it’s not funny. 


You will, when on the field, channel all your energy 
into defeating your opponent, not because you want 
to impress your parents or have credibility in the 
hallway, but to grow stronger physically and mentally. 
As much as we play as a team, and teamwork and 
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trust within our squad are important, you are play- 
ing against yourself, only. Your world is your world. 
You will face challenges that you cannot conquer. You 
will face a skinny twerp that you can mow down and 
never think of again. You will face the stronger and 
faster lineman who will be the subconscious trigger 
of a crying session you have in the bathroom two days 
later. You must learn to not be the middle-aged man 
who yells at the referee after a bad call. It’s not about 
the game or the outcome of the game. It’s not. It’s 
about becoming stronger. It’s about being account- 
able to yourself. It’s about maturity. It’s about becom- 
ing stronger and faster and humbled. 


Blaming someone else for the loss is bad, but it isn’t 
the worst thing you can do. The loss isn’t important. 
The win isn’t important. Ultimately, life’s about how 
you interacted with the people and materials around 
you. There is no blame. Blame no one. Don’t blame 
yourself. Simply think about what you did and what 
the consequences are for your actions. Did you come 
off the line slow because you were tired? Did you take 
it easy because your man was smaller than you? Did 
you try your best even though you knew you were 
weaker than your opponent? 


This game is not a game. This game is practice. The 
goal of practice is to become better. The goal of games 
is to become better. You become better when you go 
hard because you want to improve. If you think 
improvement is futile, you’re dead wrong. Dead 
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wrong. Yelling at the refs is futile. Blaming others for 
the “loss” is futile. By trying your best in every situa- 
tion, you will improve your mind and body. You will 
become more good-natured. You will gain more self- 
confidence. You will stop seeing yourself as a fool and 
weakling and start seeing yourself as someone to be 
loved. That is the real win. You win when you see yourself 
as someone or something to be cared for and nurtured. You 
win when you realize that you traveled farther than 
you ever thought possible. 


If you try your best and give it your all and see this 
game as practice, you will win when you win, and 
you will win when you lose. You will win when you 
see that you do not have unchecked emotional 
dependence on an object beyond your control. 
Winning with a capital W does not happen in four 
quarters. It doesn’t happen in four years. It happens 
in four decades. See everything as a chance for 
improvement. This is not to say to throw away the 
video games, this is to say that you need to see, in 
everything, what each action has the potential to do 
for you. 


See everything as a challenge against yourself and 
you will have the wisdom of one thousand middle- 
aged referee hecklers. You will win when you lose and you 
will win when you win. You will challenge yourself 
because the challenge is what propels you forward 
to a life of success and fulfillment. 
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Now, as we enter the third quarter, I want you to go 
out there and remember that this isn’t an obligation 
youre fulfilling. This isn’t a chance to win. This is an 
opportunity for you to become stronger. To take on 
insurmountable obstacles just because you can. Who 
cares if you lose? Your muscles don’t get smaller 
when that happens. You don’t lose your ability to run 
and have tight focus. You are not facing the person 
on the other side of the line. You are facing yourself. 
Remember that always. I want you to get back out 
there and kick your own ass. Tire yourself out. Use 
your muscles. Use your eyes. Feel your lungs burn. 
Key into your body and you will win. You will make it. 
You will overcome the biggest wall on Earth, yourself. 
Exhaust yourself. Feel yourself become exhausted. 
Feel with your mind, everything. A win tonight means 
nothing if you, and everyone on this team, aren’t 
using this opportunity to exercise your body and/or 
mind. A win is immaterial, but you and your body 
are not. 


Now get out there and win. 


When we finally parted ways, I was almost 51% glad Coach 
Jellinek and his raspy throat called me out for taking girth-re- 
lated voice notes. I warmed up to him a little bit—as much as I 
can to a person who still believes the Christian narrative. It’s 
Friday, March 13, 2037. 
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Saturday, March 14 


Waiting at the counter—no, not at Family Dollar, at the mechanic’s 
after running over a screw—and listening to the woman say 
“have a good rest of your day” as she hangs up the phone makes 
me realize that not only is that my favorite phrase, but also that 
being smart or genius is simply the “luxury” of time put to good 
use. One cannot go back in time to make good use of their time, 
but one may look to the future and use their remaining time to 
the best of their ability. All I can say is, I’m thankful this stupid 
screw entered my car the day after meeting Coach Jellinek or 
else I’d be seething. Indeed, a somewhat quirky saying holds 
massive importance to me. I cannot change the myriad crass 
and cynical thoughts I had one minute or one hour ago, but I 
can look forward and let myself be earnest and joyful and suc- 
cumb to inspiration. Not everything must be cold and hard 
and impersonal. 

That said, I would’ve rather not had the prior thought and 
would rather have strolled to Family Dollar this evening to 
purchase an overpriced herbal tea beverage. After the day Ihad, 
I think I earned one. 

As far as progress, it has been made. More data collected 
today. It’s only ramping up. No fossils dug. Only more Live 
Specimen Management (LSM). 
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Sunday, March 15 


One of the downsides of being a nonmember of the Cult of 
Christ is not being able to recognize and participate in their 
benign rituals: Sunday and The Day of Rest. It’s been a busy day 
(and week) and I will admit to being tired. Still, the data collec- 
tion effort is going smoothly and I have nothing to report 
besides my own physical inadequacies. 


sR 


Monday, March 16 


As noted in my last entry on the feeling of being tired, I wish 
to speak not about the bugs, but about issues with physical 
inadequacy. Specifically, personal body image. I think every- 
one minus the meat heads—if you think about it, that’s giving 
them a lot of credit if we’re implying their brains are over- 
flowing with muscle—has issues with how they appear in the 
bathroom mirror. 

For a person who studies bugs, it may come as a shock to 
learn that I have a fear of objects in clusters. Specifically, objects 
in clusters touching my body. This fear, however irrational, can 
be traced to an experience I had while in a Burger King indoor 
playground ball pit. (Perhaps at the time branded as Kids Club 
Fun Center.) I vigorously spun around in circles before jumping 
into the pit and had what BK Team Member Sean would call a 
“panic attack.” (I became disoriented due to the dizziness and 
my awkward orientation upon landing in the pit.) [imagine my 
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experience is much like how skiers feel when swept into an 
avalanche. The point being, ever since, I’ve been uncomfortable 
with many similar objects touching me at the same time. 

As mentioned above, I’m not afraid of bugs, but I do expe- 
rience anxiety when there are more than three or four touching 
me at the same time. The anxiety is proportional to the number 
of objects touching me. So, today as I was adjusting a flagged 
bug box, I unknowingly accumulated a large amount of the 
pheromone liquid I use as bait onto my clothing. In a matter of 
seconds they started crawling all over my body. I tried my best 
to brush them off without causing harm, but more would take 
their place. In this situation, a person who doesn’t have sig- 
nificant body image issues would’ve taken off their clothes and 
changed into a backup set of clothing. However, due to my other 
extreme anxiety of having my shirt off, even when no one else 
is around, I resisted doing that for as long as I could. The alter- 
native would’ve been to jump into a body of water, but none 
were present. I had to take off my shirt and pants and sacrifice 
my clothing to the swarm. My breathing became irregular. I sat 
and watched my stomach rapidly heave as I choked on air. Why 
does one have issues like this? Why must one be born with minor 
“abnormalities” that differentiate one from others but pose no 
concern to one’s overall survivability and health? Perhaps it is 
a way to test the mental power of the bearer of the burden. A 
way to become stronger. But for me, that strength may never 
come. Maybe it has manifested itself in other ways that I 
cannot see. 

When I returned to my rental house, I saw a woman stick 
her head out the door of her screened-in deck to yell at a regular 
colored squirrel loitering in her front yard. She returned inside 
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only when the squirrel casually retreated. In some ways, I don’t 
feel alone. Many of us have rare traits like the albino squirrel 
but look like the grey squirrel. Even more of us have traits like 
the woman who yells. 


sR 


Tuesday, March 17 


Today I kept pushing on. I was accosted by a lunatic accusing 
me of following him during my evening walk. I can’t help but 
think he’s a governmental agent sent to get under my skin 
about the research I’m doing. I need to remind myself that that’s 
crazy, and while I’m like Gary McKinnon in many ways, I do 
not share his gravitation to conspiracy theories. The day is over 
now. Happy St. Patrick’s day. 


sR 


Wednesday, March 18 


Reading over my prior entry makes it seem as if I’m becoming 
unhinged. I don’t think I am, but Iam getting exhausted by the 
end of each day. There’s so much maintenance to be done on 
the bug boxes and so much data to sort through. I’m now wish- 
ing I didn’t plan this trip to coincide with the emergence of 
Brood IX. I’m killing two birds with one stone, but if my liveli- 
hood depends on only one bird killed, why should I try to kill 
the pretty one that’s mostly skin and bone? In the end, I know 
it’s because such an event only happens every so often, whereas 
people have been prime number hunting for all recorded his- 
tory. Still, there’s something unnerving about my personal 
interests in cicadas getting in the way of my computational 
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research. Will I be punished for my actions? Unfortunately, 
there’s no one above telling me which takes priority. All in all, 
these are the thoughts of a person who’s exhausted and doesn’t 
have the stamina to stand up for their personal interests, like 
they would if they didn’t just spend fourteen hours outdoors 
picking dead cicadas out of boxes that were supposedly designed 
to gently escort the bugs out after data was gathered instead of 
killing them in 6.5% of cases. Not that I needed any convincing 
at this juncture, but the bait I went with was too strong. I’m 
starting to feel ready to have Emergence be over so I can get 
back to digging at my own pace. On the bright side, and I 
shouldn’t even mention this, I haven’t seen Senior Forest 
Ranger Kelly in a while. That’s a plus. 


sR 


Thursday, March 19 


Okay, so I’m sick. I’ll admit it. I took today easier and said “eff 
it” to clearing out some bug boxes and just deactivated them 
for now. I already have plenty of data on IX. I believe I’ve men- 
tioned this already, but when one allows oneself to have free 
time simply to think, one can learn a lot about one’s thoughts. 
Today I thought about something melancholy. I find arguing 
with colleagues, associates, and strangers about the categoriza- 
tion of various objects inane. I can’t stand it. It’s tedious and 
pointless and obviously nothing in the universe is black and 
white. I don’t care if you call zucchini a fruit or a vegetable. I 
don’t care if you call zucchini greens a vegetable and its flesha 
fruit. [don’t care which group a bird fits into based on its beak 
structure. Categorization is brain shorthand and doesn’t need 
to be overanalyzed. That defeats its purpose. 
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However, today I realized my trite mind would like nothing 
more than to playfully argue semantics with a person I hold 
dear. I want to have an inconsequential argument with a lover 
where both of us just want to hear each other keep talking. I 
want to flick a slice of zucchini at my partner and ask them if it 
tastes sweet like an apple, a plant we both agree is a fruit. I want 
them to peel the zucchini I flicked at them from their arm and 
take an inquisitive bite, pretending to analyze its taste with all 
their brain power. Maybe they come to the conclusion that it 
does not taste sweet like an apple, but it does have a texture 
similar to a variety of apple they can no longer remember the 
name of. I want nothing more than that. 

Thankfully, these thoughts only rise to my consciousness 
when I am idle and are not intrusive while I work. Still, they 
frighten me and lead me to wonder if ’m in the wrong 
headspace. I see a danger in reverting to such primitive thoughts 
and activities. Anyone can have children, but it takes a special 
skill to develop a box that analyzes almost every aspect of the 
Brood IX periodical cicada. I must remember that. (I will, how- 
ever, temporarily forget the boxes’ not not unpaltry 6.5% acci- 
dental kill rate.) 

In times of doubt caused by self-reflection, I must remem- 
ber that doubt is natural and is a sign that there’s an imbalance 
in one’s life they’re on their way to figuring out. If one is ever 
too sure of something, they’re either a moron or someone con- 
vincing me to withdraw money from an AIM. 

Tomorrow I will feel better and kill the game—in the sense 
of beating the game, not in the sense of yanking out the power 
cord and giving up. No, not in that sense. 
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Friday, March 20 


Here I sit writing this. Flecks of my chapped lips fall into my 
container of hot water I sip from. I watched The Fifth Element 
(1997) earlier. Tomorrow I will be better. Today I worked too 
much. No Walk. No Family Dollar. Tomorrow I will be better. 


SRR 


Saturday, March 21 


I feel as if someone finally tore open the packaging, took their 
sweet time reading the instructions, and slammed the 
metaphorical epinephrine instrument directly into my spine. 
Iam imbued with the spirit of the outdoors. I am in solitude 
and am once again happy in solitude. (Many from the Pac North- 
west would add, “.. . thriving, even.”) Through the grapevine I 
have learned Senior Forest Ranger Kelly will be out of town for 
the next 1.5 days starting tomorrow morning. Not that it mat- 
ters, however. 

Ihave cleaned out all the bug boxes and they’re once again 
fully operational. I have fixed a bit of code and pushed an 
update and I expect the kill rate in the case of cicada noncom- 
pliance to fall dramatically. I want to apologize (not that anyone 
will ever read this) for the lack of substantive updates within 
the past week. [Note: if you think Gary McKinnon should have 
been extradited, then I’m glad I wasted your time being unsub- 
stantive, big brother (see four days ago).| 

My tentative plan is to do another week of Maintenance & 
Oversight (M&O) on the live specimens before getting back to 
digging and getting over this fanatic phenology feat I’ve been 
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executing. There’s no point in regretting anything, but if I were 
to do it over again, I would, like I noted above, not kill these two 
birds with one stone. (Sidenote, I wonder if I would keep using 
the phrase “noted above” if this were not written on a covert 
scroll. Would I then write, “as mentioned prior?” Maybe, “pre- 
viously noted?”) 

What is the point to life? Is it for everyone to make art? That 
is a good goal since it implies we must first become post- 
scarcity, which is another good goal. But ultimately, I see culture 
just as feckless as an old woman trying to reduce flies in her 
living room by waving a fly swatter from the window of her 
Subaru she parked next to a feedlot. Maybe they’ll be one insight 
into life from culture, just as the lady might strike the wing off 
a fly previously destined for her home, but it will have no dra- 
matic repercussions in the grand scheme of things. Yes, I know 
we can Say there’s no “point” to life because “life” is more than 
just a bunch of words we’ve made up, but that’s not what ’m 
getting at. We will never be fulfilled by Art and Culture in a 
post-scarcity world. We will continue modifying the landscape 
because that is our instinct. I’m not saying this is bad, I’m saying 
there is no noble goal to strive for. Just do what you want. My 
God! (94 BPM, slightly agitated emotionally.) 


sR 


Sunday, March 22 


As I read over yesterday’s entry, I got nostalgic for the days of 
talking to myself and others about pop philosophy. I don’t have 
much to say on the subject. I put in a big day and it feels as if 
I’ve accomplished something even if I haven't. I suppose the 
only concrete thing I’ve accomplished is run out of toothpaste. 
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Yes, it looks like tomorrow I’1l be taking a trip down to 
Family Dollar for a new tube. I would be surprised if they didn’t 
carry my brand. If you’re wondering, I brush my teeth once in 
the evening and that’s it. I know by this point you're expecting 
me to write about how dentists are pushing the twice a day 
brushing just to sell more toothpaste—Big Toothpaste is real—but 
I think it depends on what food one eats, when, and how often 
one eats. To each their own when it comes to brushing. 


sR 


Monday, March 23 


Back at Family Dollar to get more toothpaste from my brand. 
Blue paste, liquid clean. Isaw a man shopping in the barbecue 
section looking at grates and scrapers in anticipation of grilling 
season. He had vascularity normally achieved only by the most 
elite bodybuilders, but also seemed to have a beer belly. [don’t 
always understand how things are. He didn’t end up making a 
purchase, just left looking as if he were told to act disappointed 
by his drama club supervisor (that he only signed up for because 
he was physically attracted to one of the other members). 

Speaking of physical attraction that will never be acted 
upon, my love interest seemed impressed at my choice of tooth- 
paste leading me to wonder if we use the same brand and flavor. 
Enough about that though, I’m still more interested in the first 
clause of the previous paragraph, platonically. 

Sometimes I wonder what I'd do if I became “set up” or, had 
“made it.” When I sit down to think about it, it fills me with an 
emptiness that makes me want to think about something else. 
Thankfully, human nature isn’t known to stop once we’ve made 
it (see March 21). I know I'd continue to work. But would I? 
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As they say, the caterpillar devours everything around it, 
but eventually turns into a butterfly. Humans don’t seem to do 
that though. In some ways I hope I never make it. I will have 
nothing left. I’m in the slog. 


sR 


Tuesday, March 24 


This may be less controversial than I realize, but life is a hot 
mess. Everything is so complicated. There’re so many variables: 
a peregrine falcon misses its vole while diving out of the sky 
causing it to strain one of the tendons in its talons, bacteria et 
al. start to bloat a raccoon that was hit by a car, a man with three 
moles on his stomach wonders why the nail on his pinkie toe 
feels different than the others. It’s crazy how life exists at all, 
and even crazier to think how wild and chaotic it all is. It’s all 
disorderly by design. Sometimes I like it because of that, and 
sometimes I don't. I think I’ve started to just go with the flow— 
when there is something resembling an organized system of 
water molecules traveling along a predetermined path. 

Does this relate to what happened today? Not really, I guess 
it could, but this was more or less just a thought I had while 
enjoying some me time. That being said, rolling with the 
punches is something I try to apply to my own life. Now that I 
think about it, maybe this thought about life was triggered by a 
sight I saw earlier today. 

While driving back to my rental house, I saw a garbage truck 
parked on the cycling path that lazily parallels the road I was 
taking. It’s odd enough to see a garbage truck, or any vehicle, 
parked on a path reserved for active transportation, but odder 
still was its location. It was seemingly impossibly parked on a 
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bend. I don’t understand how it got itself in that position. Either 
side of the trail has cement barriers making it very difficult for 
an object that wide to navigate without scraping its sides and 
getting stuck. It was like someone was playing a sandbox video 
game and spawned a garbage truck to see how the garbage men 
would escape, with a secondary motive of wanting to know how 
the NPC cyclists would react to the obstacle. 

Instances like this are rare, but the weirdness and hot mess- 
ness of life seems to be all-encompassing. It’s up to me to react 
how I would react in the situation of being blocked by a garbage 
truck where there shouldn't be a garbage truck. 

Still collecting data. Still thinking I’m going to switch back 
to fossil excavation full time at the end of the month. I’m get- 
ting kind of sick of the monotony. What if Jesus was alive in the 
baroque period and healed the sick by playing a harpsichord 
that was transported from place to place by his disciples 
via handcart? Thoughts like that and rogue garbage trucks are 
more appealing than thoughts about standard deviation size 
of antenne. 


sR 


Wednesday, March 25 


Italked about, or at least mentioned, phenology briefly a hand- 
ful of entries ago and I want to go back to that. It rained today 
and it triggered me to think about the warming climate. I’m 
kind of lucky, in a way, to experience the tail end of seasonal 
animals. Each year, broods emerge earlier and earlier and each 
year there are more spurious broods emerging at “wrong” 
times. Soon, in my professional opinion, the periodical cicada 
will be a thing of the past—at least how it exists right now. They 
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will continue to nudge northward, but eventually they’re going 
to get totally confused and emergences will blur together, based 
on the non-traditional ground temperatures we've been expe- 
riencing post-industrial revolution. 

It’s bittersweet for me. I enjoy studying the periodical 
cicada, but it’s sad knowing that I may be one of the few people 
left who get to experience a good Emergence. It’s only a matter 
of time before it goes away. I feel bad for the person in a couple 
million years who’s trying to do the same thing I am—trying to 
find big prime numbers by looking at the cicada fossil record. 
It’s going to be much more inaccurate by that point. 

Indeed, it’s ashame watching mindless human expansion, 
but what is one to do? Kill 75% of the population? I mean, most 
really aren't contributing anything, being completely honest. 
But anyway, we will do what we do and hope population levels 
plateau as technology takes over the role of Burly Son Operating 
Thresher in Field. Right now, I think all we can do is appreciate 
what little wildlife areas we have left and donate to wildlife 
restoration funds. That, and get out there and admire the peri- 
odical cicada. 

It’s easy to hate the logging companies and the energy com- 
panies (which obviously should be state controlled), but when 
it comes down to it, ya gotta live and cook somewhere. 

Isay this ona slow day, but if I think about it, do I really care 
that these Creatures will be gone? I mean, I’m ending my stud- 
ies of living specimens early so I can get back to my main task. 
It does not matter what the present-day climate is like. For now, 
Ihave about a week left of the luxurious study of Nature’s peri- 
odical cicada before it’s all I can take and I head back to looking 
at rocks. Uff-da. 
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Thursday, March 26 


I got my foot caught between a rotten log and a rock today 
which caused not only the impermanent soiling of my trousers, 
but the impermanent (hopefully) damage to my ankle. I cut the 
day short. Fortunately or unfortunately, I was accosted on the 
way to my vehicle by one of Senior Forest Ranger Kelly’s asso- 
ciates, with whom I shared a brief conversation. I’m sure word’ll 
get back to SFRK that I dumbly injured myself, so be it. His 
associate told me there isn’t a local urgent care facility, but 
there’s a former cosmetic surgeon in town who takes patients 
with issues of a “discrete” nature. Still now, I don’t know what 
Kelly’s associate had meant by using that word, or why Kelly’s 
associate sounded so assured, but that’s beside the point. 

While waiting in Dr. Blum’s waiting room (read: living room), 
I picked up a three-volume dictionary of slang. As a person who 
abstains from foul language—for the most part—I found it inter- 
esting to see how much non-foul language slang there is. Being 
a native English speaker, I realized simply how easy it is to forget 
how much of my vernacular and diction is composed of abbre- 
viations and idioms. Indeed, it makes me appreciate all who 
speak English as a second language. 

It also made me realize that I thought the word “muff” was 
what a “queef” was, and vice versa. (Only in my head, I’d never 
say these words out loud.) It’s always embarrassing when it’s 
pointed out that your definition of a word is incorrect. Luckily 
as stated in this paragraph’s parenthetical, I’ve never uttered 
either—and never have I used the word “taint” outside of its 
formal usage. 
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For how discrete Dr. Blum had been described, he made it 
clear that he liked to gossip. Apparently just the day before, he 
treated a Jehovah's Witness whose arm had developed severe 
cramping due to the Witness holding a laminated sign at eye 
level for sixteen straight hours. Dr. Blum had previously seen 
the sign as he drove past the gas station, but made the person 
recreate the pose anyway for the sake of science. Blum 
described the pose as “a person somewhere between trying to 
hail a taxi and block the wind from touching their skin.” Blum 
also commented on the Cedar Rapids, Iowa-based Jehovah's 
Witness’s wool suit stating it “only added to the Witness’s 
appearance as a chauffeur trying to hail his own vehicle.” 

Iworty it’s only a matter of time before word reaches Senior 
Forest Ranger Kelly about my health incident. He doesn’t need 
any more ammunition for his metaphorical low-key talk down on 
me thinking I don’t notice gun. Two more full days before going 
back to the dead ones. 


sR 


Friday, March 27 


How does one remain un-burned out? It seems many people 
can do things over and over again that I consider tedious. They 
work the same job for years where they do the thing. They go to 
their park at the same time every Thursday and perform the 
same stunts with the same Styrofoam RC aircraft. Do they not 
get sick of the whine of the electric motor? Do they ever sigh 
and wonder how they keep pushing on as they pick up the 
wrecked plane after a burst of wind made it dip too low during 
a stunt? How is it mentally possible to perform their morning 
ritual where they tangle up their hair with shampoo and rinse 
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it out until the water, burning their eyes, is clear? How is it 
possible to be conditioned in this way? 

Ihave one full day left before I go back to digging and I can't 
stand it. Why did I install these arbitrary rules and why do I 
have to follow them? What am I trying to prove? 

Nothing notable happened today. I did my work I said I 
would do and then I came back to my rental house. The lower 
bit of glass on the storm door is starting to dislodge. I will need 
to contact the owners so I don’t get charged. 

I didn’t mention this yesterday, but I have an orthopedic 
boot now. I don’t have socks long enough to be comfortable 
so tomorrow I hope it doesn’t chafe until I can get some in 
the evening. 


sR 


Saturday, March 28 


Being burned out on one activity but knowing that it’s the last 
time you'll be doing it is a great feeling. I may never have to 
scrape another dead cicada out of a bug box again. And if I do 
set them up once more, I’m going to make sure I have a research 
assistant. The bug boxes are all put away and I have nothing to 
do with the living cicadas. It feels good. I didn’t know what I got 
myself into. 

I went to Family Dollar to pick up a pair of long socks that 
won't chafe my orthopedic boot leg. It was a success. Being that 
Family Dollar is a family store, I was—at first—disappointed at 
their lack of “adult” socks. They had one pair of long gray socks 
and around eight pairs of colorful children’s socks, up to chil- 
dren’s size double XL. I couldn't describe the mood I was in 
when I decided to purchase a pair of children’s XL patterned 
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Triceratops socks. It was like I was in despair, but somehow had 
let go of all feelings holding me to the standard of Upstanding 
Adult. If one cannot see me and respect me how! Am, a grown 
adult wearing an orthopedic boot with a tessellated Triceratops 
head on the socks, then they themselves are not worth respect- 
ing. (I’m not saying throw the baby out with the bathwater 
here, though.) Those “high in falutin” can repress their true 
desires and ridicule those who follow their impulses, but in the 
end, I—ME!—am the one with the lower blood pressure. 

Tomorrow I set my course back to what I had originally 
intended this excursion to be: killing the first (and now only) 
bird with one stone. I will get back on track with data entry and 
will propel myself closer to discovering the next big primes. I 
am feeling excitement once again after allowing myself to get 
sidetracked into something that, while fun and enjoyable, 
wasn’t helping me fulfill my life’s true desire. 


sR 


Sunday, March 29 


I thought about Coach Jellinek again. Why is he in my head 
now? I don’t understand. 

I went back and pulled out a piece of paper Coach Jellinek 
had scribbled on and given to me. He was working on a list of 
tenants for fall implementation: 


Iam the most powerful person I have direct access to control. 
Imust synchronize my muscles with my intentions. 

My central nervous system will tire before my muscles. 

My central nervous system does not yet know my strength. 
Iknow that the contest is against myself. 
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Twill win when I lose and win when I win. 
Iam incapable of losing when I learn who Iam. 
These claims are backed by science and my physiology. 


That’s where the list stood on the day we met. He was think- 
ing of having the team recite the pledge each practice either at 
the beginning or the end. Maybe my mind is finally catching 
up and my brain is experiencing delayed onset muscle soreness 
(DOMS) from the process of growing. It is up to me to take this 
opportunity to flush the lactic acid from my head. I will work 
my brain and experience exercise-induced analgesia. I will 
become hypoalgesic. Today is a day where I will seize this. 
Tomorrow as well. 

I excavate and add to the Mind. I feel myself changing. 

Much done today. 


sR 


Monday, March 30 


I contacted Coach Jellinek via snail mail with some thoughts 
about his speech and the concepts he was fleshing out. I hope 
he gets back to me... I will not become one for others to berate 
my bespoke belongings in disgust and I will not become one 
whom my doctor is obliged to speak the words blood and triglyc- 
erides within the same negatively-toned sentence. 

Iam digging for answers to one of the first questions Logical 
Man proposed. 

I stopped at Family Dollar on my way back for the evening. 
It was empty apart from me and the person I have a crush on. 
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sR 


Tuesday, March 31 


Nothing happened today. I ate exactly 3,000 calories. Iam 
not frenetic. Iam calm and collected with infinite energy. 


sR 


Wednesday, April 1 


The loquacious verbal ruffian known as Senior Forest Ranger 
Kelly thought he could pull a fast one on the dense, skin-tight 
synthetic pants-wearing scientist but he could not. Contrary to 
popular belief, I am aware of things of a non-analytical nature 
and know that today is April Fool’s Day. While I did evade his 
trick much to the dismay of his associates, I did not evade learn- 
ing about the condition of his air ride suspension—another 
topic not worth discussing. 

Hours after that incident, I received a short message from 
Coach Jellinek. He said he replied in “great depth via snail mail” 
and I should have his letter tomorrow. 

And for the sake of total transparency: I lowered the pressure 
of Senior Forest Ranger Kelly’s rear left tire by ten PSI. This goes 
against my principles, but I couldn't help myself. It is a victim- 
less crime. 


sR 


Thursday, April 2 
Woke up from the worst tooth dream I'd ever experienced. 


Elevated heart rate. This could be from consuming the proper, 
or elevated amount of calories for the past three days in a row. 
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I don’t want to analyze but it’s hard not to. I’ve had so many of 
those dreams. I must remind myself that I have all my teeth 
before I go to bed every night. Sometimes I forget. The next 
night I always remember. I must tire myself out and make sure 
Ihave no energy by the time I go to bed. 

I received Coach Jellinek’s letter via snail mail. Written at 
the top was the sentence, “I will push against the wall until it 
crumbles before me.” He went on and suggested that sometimes 
one doesn't see any progress and then it all comes at once. More 
motivational talk. I guess that’s not what I was looking for when 
writing to him. I guess I don’t know what I was looking for. 

Today happened. Tomorrow will too. 


sR 


Friday, April 3 


This isn’t what I want. I realize that now as I sit here. 


sR 


Saturday, April 4 


You and I are not the myth of Jan Sloot. 


From the one who lightly brushes off the sibilant spit of the 
frightful child to the one who hastily drives through a yellow 
light as to not be burdened by the existence of a woman 
wearing tattered clothing on the corner, we can be so many 
things. Things can happen and rare glimpses of clarity and self- 
awareness can be put away into one’s mind. If one thinks they’re 
self-aware, they’re not. If one thinks they’re not self-aware, 
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they’re correct. It is important to recognize these moments of 
clarity and allow your doctrine and worldview to change, if 
only momentarily. 

Events can happen (too personal/shameful/joyous to discuss 
in my notes) and things will change inside you but maybe not 
outside of you. I’m an impotent mime gesticulating to a fallen 
tree in the forest. Yet, I will not be a person who throws away 
one’s lemons given to them by Mother Life who instead tries to 
find their own lemons. Neither will I be a person who made 
lemonade after receiving lemons but forgot to save the seeds. I 
am the diffident community college graduate holding a hard- 
cover copy of Oh, The Places You’ll Go, gifted to them by a legal 
guardian who will, from this point on, associate the new book 
smell with a moment of real and true emotional catharsis. I 
hope to one day understand that feeling. I will be, for good or 
bad, someone who experiences transient moments of clarity 
but still wakes up remembering only an outline of a warm face 
speaking to me. The thing I can do is keep that outline in my 
mind and fill in the details the best I can. 


sR 


Sunday April, 5 


Isent a letter via snail mail to Senior Forest Ranger Kelly and 

Coach Jellinek. I packed my equipment I was storing at the dig 

sites. This is the end of the log. Sorry for the loss of physical 

action context in the past week. It is important to move on now. 
Otherwise an uneventful day. 
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sR 


Monday, April 6 


I was thinking, I think I’ve accepted my actions. I think I 
can talk about them now. As alluded to, I started to realize 
how ridiculous this is. My plan will never work. Frankly, it’s 
fanatical. I’m fine admitting that now. I’m excited to write my 
follow-up letter to Coach Jellinek, assuming he responds. I 
believe he will respond. I believe in many things about myself 
and my peers and this world and the future and my mindset. 
Still not God, though. 
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TOOTH DREAMS: 


ACCOUNTS GATHERED BY THE 
GOLD CAP CLUB OVER THE PAST 
145 YEARS IN SOUTHERN 
MINNESOTA 


Loy Sleeper, son of Randall, hand dips sheets of 
paper into an arsenic vat to make flypaper at his 
father’s business. Dreams of this nature are to be 
expected, however, as he has recently got in the 
last of his adult teeth. 

John Basford died of disease in 1889. He had been 
complaining about teeth dreams for years. 

Nina Clark experienced dreams of oral discomfort 1-2 
years after suffering from milksickness. Although 
she proclaims she is lucky to be alive, it is thought 
by most that she suffers from hysteria and has bouts 
of melancholia. A doctor came to study how she 
overcame the condition but was unsuccessful. 
Usually, it’s a loose front tooth or occasionally 

a loose molar. 


Editor’s note: The cause of milksickness was 
discovered shortly after by Anna Pierce Hobbs Bixby 
after she asked a Shawnee woman whom she’d 
befriended as to what sparked it. The woman promptly 
told her it was the white snakeroot plant. 


Peter’s note: “discovered” 

The entire Kokalaris family, save the youngest 
Malina, died of smallpox in 1901 shortly after 
settling in a new area. When Malina was older, she 
told a friend about a dream she had where her front 
teeth became very loose. She tried to keep them in 
her mouth with her thumbs. It is noted that Malina 
keeps very good care of her teeth and is an overall 
cleanly person. 


Angelo, the owner of Doak Furniture, died of 
pernicious anemia in autumn 1902. It is said by 
others that he would have teeth dreams caused by 
extended exposure to a set of prop dentures that 
sat on a small table next to a bed for people of 
the older age. 


Reporter’s note: The reporter does not remember at 
any point seeing false teeth in the store. This 
account is likely fictitious. 


Edna Kuckenbacken was appalled at the question. 
Edna claims she has never had any dreams with teeth 
in them. 


Reporter’s note: Edna’s house caught fire last fall 
and she has since been living in a hotel. Edna has no 
relatives and does not often take guests. 


In May 1919, Elmer Sween witnessed a man be ejected 
from an automobile after the vehicle hit a rut caused 
by erosion at the start of a bridge crossing. The 
dirt had eroded around the bridge in such a way that 
a steep incline had formed between the bridge and 
the road. The man broke his neck and died. Elmer has 
since had dreams of his upper canines falling 
straight out, in various “dreamly settings.” Elmer 
had seen at least three cars have trouble in that 
spot before the accident. 

“Eh, I hate to remember this day. I was hunting and got 
bit by a massasauga. Praise God I had a spot of the 
Old Crow and tobacco. You know Elgar had one of his 
cattle die a couple days later? Yeah, that night I 


had one. Not only that, but in the dream I got bit 
too. I couldn’t avoid that snake in my dreams! I 
don’t remember anything else, less that I was 
relieved I had all my teeth and disappointed I still 
had the wound.” 

“No, but I had one where my daughter lost some teeth 
because she wanted more money from the Tooth Fairy. 
She got them stuck in a harvester. Very peculiar.” 

“T don’t think I’ve ever had one. I usually can’t 
remember my dreams . . . even after John. I think 
about how awful that must’ve felt. I feel ashamed as 
a neighbor that I couldn’t have done more to help, 
but I’ve never had any dreams about my teeth falling 
out, no.” — Minnie Bagley 


Reporter’s note: Minnie is referring to her neighbor 
who became pinned under a beam and burned alive after 
lightning struck his home. 


“T had one where I was downtown to get my wife’s shoes 
fixed—something that happens often while I’m 
awake—only this time when I was paying, I couldn’t 
remember on which side of the street I parked my car. 
The clerk said I needed to pay and then my late father 
was there informing me, in his stern voice, that 
there were teeth dangling out on the sides of my 
mouth and I need to tuck them back in if I want to 
look presentable. There was a grassy hill and I 
stumbled up to the top. I don’t know if that dream was 
related to the trouble I’d been having with my 
marriage or not! I don’t know if I can amalgamate the 
two. I think we’ve been doing fine!” — Arlo Setzer 


The last Civil War veteran in the county, George 
Matter, once had a dream that his childhood best 
friend punched him in the jaw and he lost a tooth. 
Interestingly, he never fought with his childhood 
best friend; they were on good terms. He remembers 
that dream due to the contradiction. 


Reporter’s note: When thanking him for his service, 
George grabbed the reporter’s elbow and said, “You 
know those greybacks looked like rotten teeth,” and 
proceeded to laugh. 


Herman Miller has cooked seafood at The Lobster 
House for the past five years. He has never had a 
dream where his teeth fall out, but he has had many 
dreams where his arms displace from their sockets. 
He said it may be comparable in feeling. 


Editor’s note: Miller died two years later after 
being hit by a car. 


Peter’s note: This reporter’s note appeared to 

be added later, probably after Miller died. 

William Truesdell, the dentist, has never had a dream 
where his teeth fell out or were loose. He has had, 
however, many dreams where he pulled the wrong tooth 
out of a patient’s mouth. He attributes these to 
fears acquired while in training under his father 
about the consequences of pulling a wrong tooth. He 
has never pulled a wrong tooth. His father had pulled 
“a couple wrong ones on account of his drunkenness.” 
“T think you’re asking me this because I witnessed Ole 
get swept up by a tornado. I had them before, but 


haven’t had one after that happened. Most of my 
bad dreams are when I’m in school. I think this is 
a rude question.” 

“We had to tweeze a hog that got stuck trying to reach 
the feed grain that day. Ended up taking off a lot of 
skin on the poor fella. He really was wedged good in 
there. The dream was about me owning a new truck but 
then my teeth started to feel really slimy, slimy to 
the point I could grind them together with no 
friction. Yes, when I woke up I was relieved to find 
my choppers still intact!” 

I just woke up from an unpleasant dream and had to 
check tf I had all my teeth. I still have all the 

ones I had before I last slept. — War journal of 

Milo Rugg. 


Rugg adds that it’s funny to him he wrote about 
that rather than the blown out ear he received 
two days prior. 


Reporter’s note: The timeline Rugg suggests is in 
contradiction with his journal. 


“T had one one time where I wanted to play horseshoes 
with a friend, only I couldn’t find any of the 
horseshoes. I kept looking and looking for ’em but I 
couldn’t find ’em. I had a hard time walking straight 
up and my body felt like it was perpetually falling 
over. The longer it took me to find ’em, the more 
teeth would fall out of my mouth. I woke up when I 
realized I didn’t have any more teeth left in my 
mouth. That’s the most recent one; I’ve had a few 
other ones like it. They all end when I realize I 
don’t have any more teeth in my mouth.” 


“T had another tooth dream last night that I thought 
you should know about. I was walking near a field and 
suddenly I was in a doctor’s office and the doctor 
was Albert, Albert the cobbler. He started stuffing 
sweets down my throat and then my teeth started 
dangling out of my mouth like they were on strings. 

I tried to pick them up and put them back in my mouth 
but they were too slimy and would slip out of my 
fingers. I managed to get a hold on one, but the 
string thing wouldn’t retract back into its socket 
so it fell back out. Every time I see things that look 
like sweets my heart temporarily beats faster. It’s 
not as bad as it used to be. You know I completely 
stopped eating sweets and that has helped a lot but 
not enough.” 

“T don’t dream, I just see black. . . but I have losta 
tooth in the night.” 

“Well, my cousin used to get drunk and lock himself in 
a tiny shed where he’d spend the night polishing his 
weaponry until he passed out. Guessing he died after 
some ashes from the stove caught the wall on fire and 
the thing went up. He made it outside but passed out 
in the snow and froze to death. The bright side was 
when my uncle—his dad—found him, he said he didn’t 
smell bad and was easy to load up onto the truck to 
take to town. I’ve had teeth dreams on and off. I 
haven’t had one for a couple years. For a while I’d 
have them twice a week. Unrelated to that though.” 

“T was ina movie theater and then instead of eating 
popcorn suddenly it was empty and I had to go to the 
bathroom. All of my teeth were loose and one of the 


characters in the movie was threatening to 
start playing on my teeth like they were bars 
on a xylophone. That’s it.” 

“IT jumped off a tire swing into the water after my 
mechanic told me it’11 put some hair on my dick and 
all of my teeth were loose after I hit the water. That 
was the last one I had. . . maybe two months ago. I’ve 
started to use that. ‘It’11 put some hair on your 
dick.’ I know dreams are all made up of things you’ ve 
seen before, but I’m coining that phrase... I don’t 
think I have anxiety from any particular experience.” 

“T dreamt a child put needles in my dog’s food and then 
it ran away to die. Then I was eating needle-laced 
food but I couldn’t stop. The needles went between my 
teeth and gums and caused my front teeth to pry out. I 
kept chewing until I felt like I had no blood left in 
my body. Then I woke up. This was two days after I 
finished reading Brothers Karamazov. What does that 
make you think, you ’ spose?” 

“I’m digging a hole looking for a lost toy. I keep 
digging until I can’t get out of the hole. I panicked 
and tried to use the shovel as a climbing pick. It 
slipped out on my first try and my molars got loose in 
my mouth. Then I was looking for a toothbrush. I woke 
up because in my dream I was choking on my wisdom 
teeth.” 

“The last time I had one, all I remembered was that I 
had one. It must’ve been three or four hours after 
waking up. I was sitting, listening to someone talk, 
and remembered, ‘Oh, I have all my teeth.’ I don’t 
get them very often. This was probably six months to 
three years ago, something like that!” 


“Sometimes I want everything to end and restart. Like 
if everyone died and then we let the rabbits evolve. 
A volcano erupts somewhere and its ash blocks out the 
sun and kills all the plants. I have recurring dreams 
where that happens. Usually the initial heat of the 
volcano melts my teeth and I can no longer eat, so I 
am happy.” 

“T dreamt I was in my elementary school but I was an 
adult and I took the steps up to the second floor two 
at atime. At the top, there was an event going on in 
the auditorium. Maybe a book fair. I slammed my face 
into the top step and when I felt my mouth with my 
hands I realized I displaced some of my teeth. Then I 
woke up.” 

“One tooth was loose—one of the sharp ones in front— 
and I was walking, trying to make sure it didn’t fall 
out. Then there was an old guy who yelled at me, “Stop 
being fashionable and help me dig out my car!” I 
don’t know what I was doing to be fashionable: my 
tooth was falling out of my mouth. How did his car 
even get stuck in the mud when we were in the middle 
of the street? Stupid dreams.” 

“IT was in church, ina pew, and I got up to take 
communion but as I waited in line—even though I was 
in the front row—my mouth started bleeding. I had to 
keep waiting and waiting because I thought that once 
I took communion drinking the blood of Christ would 
stop my own bleeding. I never got to take communion 
because I ended up next to a river with my aunt.” 

“TI had one where I was trapped in a centrifuge ina 
spacecraft. Then a creature destroyed the hatch and 
invaded the ship but only to destroy it. I ended up 


floating in space and arrived at an asteroid belt. 
Then all of the sudden my front teeth got loose.” 

“T have killed almost all of my demons, I have just a 
few demons left to kill. I killed the tooth demon, I 
took the rhinoceros horn and drove it through its 
outer glaze and inside was a soon-to-be dead gel of 
hatred.” 

“T dreamt I was back at my middle school on the school 
bus, but I felt very apathetic to my situation. I had 
accepted my fate of being on a school bus every day 
for what seemed like forever. The bus driver 
couldn’t find my stop and I didn’t care. At some 
point I wasn’t in the school bus any longer and I was 
outside my parents’ house but not in the 
neighborhood, in the middle of a wet field. I had to 
get to the road for some reason and my feet kept 
getting stuck. Then on top of that, I felt that one of 
my fang teeth, or eye teeth I suppose, was dangling 
out of my mouth. I don’t think I ever made it to the 
road. I think I woke up.” 

“T took a month and traveled east and stopped at Mount 
Vernon. I learnt George Washington owned a pair of 
dentures made from the teeth of his slaves. That 
night I had a dream I was getting my teeth forcibly 
removed by my old dentist. I know the dentures were 
over ten years old by the time Gilbert Stuart started 
to paint Washington, but when I look at a dollar bill 
and see George gaze at me, I wonder if behind his lips 
he is wearing the teeth of his slaves. Most likely he 
wasn’t wearing any teeth when he was actually being 
painted, but the thought still disturbs me.” 

“T was driving from Seattle to Chicago and a kid from 
the boarding school a quarter mile away escaped and 


jumped off the bridge that crossed the interstate 
as I was passing under it. I stopped driving 
professionally after that. Hell, I stopped driving 
after that. I don’t know if I’m glad it was at night 
so I didn’t have to see anything in more detail or if 
that only lent itself to the horror. The doctors 
diagnosed me with PTSD—it’s a new medical term, the 
equivalent to shellshock.” 


Reporter’s note: The student was killed instantly 
but it took the fire department until 11:00 the next 
morning to get the road free of blood. 


“No, I’ve never had a dream where my teeth fall out. 
Although, I once had a very bizarre dream where I was 
married but I realized I was married to a person who, 
um, “got off” on seeing other men walk around in his 
shoes. I’11 spare you the graphic details. My real 
husband is much more uninteresting ... in that way. 
Hah, I can’t believe I just told you that! I never 
even told my husband!” 

“I was sitting at the top of this cement wall trying to 
figure out how many legs those minuscule little red 
bugs have—six, eight?—and it was sunny out. I 
think that day I had been stressing out about 
something. Well, I know what it was but I don’t need 
to say.” (Nervous laugh.) “My lower tooth was loose 
and it was wiggling around, like it was half in and 
half out. Like it was a switch of some kind that 
couldn’t stay directly in the middle, where it 
needed to be. I kept trying to get it to stay in the 
middle and then would press down, but it would slip 
in one or the other direction. At some point I dove 
into the water and could taste the sweetness of blood 
in my mouth. When I woke up I felt my teeth and they 
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were all there. I think it had to have been caused by 
stress. By the way, those tiny red bugs . . . those 
are called red clover mites. They’re harmless to 
humans. I’d like to say too that those are the bugs 
they make natural red food coloring from, but I know 
they’re not.” 


Editor’s note: The insect used in making natural 
dyes is the cochineal, a parasitic scale insect that 
preys on cacti in North and South America. 


“Yes. As I fell asleep I remembered walking through 
the revolving door and seeing the lady at the small 
desk who sat across from the fleet of empty 
wheelchairs. She was the greeter: she let people 
know if someone needed help coming or going. To the 
right there was a waiting room. Further up there was 
a reception desk. To the left of the desk was the 
waiting room for things like x-rays and blood tests. 
If you continued to the right of the reception desk 
you would pass some display cases embedded into the 
walls on the way to the elevators. These had gold 
platters in them. Floor three would take you to the 
pediatrics area, but not before you walked down a 
carpeted ramp and looked at the art they had on the 
wall. Left, right, left, left. They had a landscape 
painting by a neighbor and a picture of a lion cub. 
You turned left and then left again and you were 
inside the waiting room. There was a fish tank at eye 
level that you could look into. It had a figurine of 
Mickey Mouse in yellow SCUBA gear. It had a treasure 
chest that would occasionally open. It had colorful 
plastic pebbles and colorful fish. In one of the 
corners it had a bead maze—one of those toys with 
colorful wires with rings on them coming out of a 
wooden base. Then when they call your name you get 
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weighed and they check your height. Then on your way 
into the doctor’s office you would see the eye exam 
chart. I think I only got to do that test once. I 
always wanted to do the test. The nurse’s colorful 
lanyard did nothing to help me feel happy.” 

(cont. ) 

“On the main floor, instead of taking the elevator, 
you could go straight and you would wind up in the 
hospital’s café and gift shop. It had the most unique 
smell, impossible to describe using language. It was 
part hospital smell—everyone knows that smel1— 
part hot dog water smell, and part gift shop smell. 
It was like if you were in a room where they were 
boiling hot dogs—because they were—and also were 
standing next to a pile of stuffed animals and 
sympathy cards—because you were—but it also had 
the smell that all hospitals have. It is that smell. 
On the right, there is a counter with café stools and 
on the left there are items you give to sick people in 
the hospital if you forgot to get areal gift. Two 
different neighbors worked there part time as part 
of their retirement activities. I always wanted to 
get a chocolate milkshake when I got done with an 
appointment. I was only allowed one after especially 
traumatic occasions. Now, I have no mental 
mechanisms in place to want rewards like that. I 
never had tooth dreams until the day someone told me 
I have no systems in place to allow myself to be 
rewarded. I go through life doing things and never 
allow myself satisfaction. It must be temporary 
though: I believe depression is an emotion and will 
eventually end. That could take several decades and 
a brain injury, but I’m willing to take that risk 
because my body tells me I do not want to not live.” 
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“T had one where I had something stuck between my 
teeth and I was trying to get it out. I don’t know 
what it was. Something rigid, like areally, really 
thin credit card... just a piece of something. When 
I woke up I had to check and see if I had something 
actually in there. I didn’t.” 
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Thank you for reading! 
Visit bjornd.al! 
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